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" Now you should have said that long ago! " Ilinichna
rejoiced. " God grant everything will work out for the best/
He wouldn't turn you out for anything, and you're not to
think of it! He loves both you and the children so much,
d'you think he'd ever hear of it ? Never ! He won't forsake
you for Aksinia ; he can't do that! And there are quarrels^
even in the best of families ! So long as he comes back
alive. . . ."
" I don't want him to die. ... I said that in my temper,
. . . Don't throw that up in my face. ... I can't turn him
out of my heart, but all the same life is heavy enough."
" My dear, my own one ! Don't you think I know ? Only
you never ought to do anything in a rush. Let's drop all the
talk about it. And for God's sake don't say anything to the
old man about it. It's nothing to do with him,"
" There's one thing I must tell you. ... It isn't clear at
the moment whether I shall live with Gregor or not. But I
don't want to have any more children by him. Even with
the two I've got it's not certain where I may have to go. . . f
But I'm already carrying, mother. . . ."
" Since when ? "
" I'm in my third month."
" But how can you get away from that ? You've got to
bear the child whether you want to or not."
" I won't! " Natalia said resolutely. " I'm going this
very day to see old mother Kapitonovna. She'll rid me of
it. ... She's done it for other women."
" What, you'll Mil the seed ? And you can talk like that,
you shameless hussy ? " The indignant Ilinichna halted in
the middle of the road, and clapped her hands. She was
about to say something more, but behind them there was q
rattle of wheels, the sucking noise of horse-hoofs in the mu<i
and someone's shout to his horse.
Ilinichna and Natalia stepped off the road, letting their
tucked-up skirts down as they went. Old Beskhlebnov was
driving back from the fields, and as he drew level with them
he reined in his spirited little mare.
" Climb in, women, and I'll take you home; you don't
want to knead the mud for nothing,"
" Thank you, Agievich; we're tired out with slipping
about," Ilinichna said contentedly; she was the first to seat
herself in the capacious wagon.